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1 AC T I. 
SCENE, 4 open Place before the Palace. 
Enter Bernagfo and Franciſco, two Centinels. 
Ber. HO's there ? 
4 Fran. Nay anſwer me : and, and unfold 
Ber — 4 the : 
| . we 
Fran. Beruardo ? 3 
; — 1 moſt hour. : 
ran. Lou come 
Ber. "Tis now firuck twelve ; Gly pen your fo: Fran- 


Fran. 39 *ris biuer cold, 
1 
Have 
Frs. r 
Ber. Well. night. If you do meet Hora 
cc 


- haſte, 
Ester Horatio and Marcellus. 
Fran, I think I hear them. Stand, bos ! who's dere) 
Hor. Friends to this 
Mar. And liege men to the Dane. 
Fran. G 
Auer. Fare wel, honeſt ſoldier. Who hath reliev'd 3 


o 
. 


? 
Fran. Bernardo has my place: good-night. (Ex. Fram. 


Mar. Holla ! Bernards 7 

Ber. Say, what, is Horatio there ? 

Hor. A piece of him. 

Ber. Welcome, Horatio: welcome, good Mee. 


Mar. What, has this thing appear d again, to-night ? 
Ber. I have ſeen 


Mar. Horatio ſlays tis but a phantaſy, 
Nr 


A 2 Touching 
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Touching the dreadful fight, twice ſeen of us: 
Therefore I have entreated him, along 

With us, to watch the minutes of this night, 

That, if again this apparition come, 

He may approve our eyes, and ſpeak to it. 

Hor. "Twill not appear. 

Ber. Come, let us once again aſſail your ears, 
That are fo fortified againſt our Rory, 

Flor, Well, ee —— 

L us of this, 
Ber. Laſt night of all, 
When yon ſame ftar, that's weſtward from the Pole, 
Had made bis courſe to enlighten that part of heaven, 
Where now it burns, Marcellus and myſclf, 

Mar. Peace, break thee off. 


away. 
2 Ic thee ſpe: 
. 
Mar. Tis gone, and will not anſwer. 


Ber. How now, Horatio ? you tremble and look 
I not this ing more than phantaſy? 


eyes, 
Mar. Is it not like the king ? 
Hor. As thou art to thyſelf : 
Such was the very armour be had on, 
When th' ambitious Norway he combated. 
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Mar. Thus twice before, and juſt at the ſame hour, 
With martial ftalk, hath he gone by our watch. 
Hor. In what particular thought to work, 1 know not. 
But in the ſcope of mine opinion, 
This bodes ſome ttrange eruption to our fate. 
Mar. Tray tell me, 2 
Wh y this ſame ftrict and moſt obſervant watch 
$o aightly tolls the ſubjeRts of the land ? . 


| And makes the ni joint Labourer with che day ? 
Who is't that can inform me ? , 


Hor. That can I; our laſt king, 
Whoſe image een but now 'd to us, 
Was, as you know, by Fortinbraſt of N. 
Dat d to the combat; in which our valiant Hamler 
Dic ſla y this Fortinbraſs ; who, by fea. d compact. 
8 Well ratify" by law and keraldry, 
Did forfeit (with his life) all theſe his Lands, 
Which he Rood ſeiz d of, td the nas aaa 
Now, fir, young Firtinbraſi, 
Of mettle, hot and full, 
| Hath, in the ſkirts of Norway, here and there, 
, Shark'd up a lift of lawleſs re ſolutes, . 
I Io recover thoſe aforeſaid lands 
So by his father loft. And this, 1 take it, 
, Is the main motive of our preparations. 
- Ber. I think it is no other, but even i. 
Eser Ghoſt again. 
Hor. But ſolt! bebeld! 1o, where it comes again l 
II croſs it, tho it blaſt me. W 2 
his arms. 
If thou haſt any ſound, or uſe of voice, 2c 
Speak to me—lf there be any good thing to be done, 
That may to thee do caſe, rs oe 
"= Speak to me. 
FN If thou art privy to thy country's Late, 
Which happily 88 oe 
Or if thou haſt in thy liſe, 
Extorted treaſure in the womb of earth, 
For which, they ſay, you ſpirits oft walk in death, 
. [Cock crows. 
Speak of ix. Stay and ſpeak—Stop it, Marcellus. 
Mar. Tis gone Lis Ghoſt. 
we do it wrong, . 
To 
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To offer it the hem of violence ; 

It is ever, as the air, i 
And our vain blows malicious 1 


Ber. It was about to ſpeak, —— — 
Hor. And then it ſtarted like a 


day: and at bis warning, 
2 in earth or air, 


Th' extravagant and hies 
To his confine. 5 
ut look, the morn, in rufſct mantle clad, 
Walks o'er the dew of yon high eaſtern hill; 
Break we our watch up, and by wy advice 


Letusi what we have ſeen to-night 
VUnto Hamlet 
— This ſpirit, dumb to us, enen. 8 


SCENE, The Palace. | b 
Enter King, Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, Laertes, G: a- 
tlemen and Guards. 
22 Tho” yet of Famer our dear brother's death 
The exmary — and that it is befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woe; 
Yet fo far hath diſcretion fought with nature, 
That we with wiſeft ſorrow think on him, 
Together with remembrance of ourſelves. 
Therefore our ſometime fiſter, now our queen, 
Tt” imperial jointreſs to this warlike ſtate, 
Have we, as twere, with a defeated joy, 
Taken to wife. Nor have we herein barr'd 
Your better wiſdom, + rb 


you 
You told us of fore ful, What ist, Laertes ? 
Laer. My dear lord, 
Yar „ nous 66 Broner « 
From whence, abe willingly I came 10 Deamark, 
To bew my duty in n. 
Vet nom I muſt confeſs, that duty done, 


[My choughts and wiltes bend again do- v0, France 5 


SALES - 7 
Ani bow then to your gracious leave and favour. 


King. W what ſays Po- 
us 
Pal. He hath, my lord, by labourſome petition, 
Wrung from me my flow le ve; and, at the laſt, 
U pon his will | ſed my hard conſent ; 
1 do befeech you, give bim leave to go. 


Ham. A line more than kin, and lefs than kind, 
King. How is it, that the clouds Rill hang on you ? 
Ham. Not ſo, my lord; I am toomuch i'th' fun. 
Nucen. Good Hamlet, caſt thy nightly coleur off, 
And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark ; 
Do not, for ever, with thy veiled lids, 
n 


is mourning ſuit, 
nne ſhapes of grief, 
That can denote me truly. Theſe indeed Jeem, 
For they are actions that a man might © play ; 
But I have that within which paſſeth ſhew 
Theſe but the and the ſults of woe. 
* 
el, 


Togive theſe tmourning duties to your father: 


5 But. you mußt now, your father loſt a father, 
That father his, and the ſurvivor bound | 


2 
BG CES | 
We pray you to throw i earn 
This un woe, and think of us, 
As of a father; "and ler tte world take note, 
You are the molt immediate to our throne, 
Our chick courtier, coun, autour fon. 


_- HAM L E T. | | 
Duren. Let not thy mother loſe her prayers, Hamlet ; 
I pray thee ſtay with us, go not to M inenberg. 
Ham. | ſhall in all my beſt obey you, madum. 
King. Way, 'tis a loving and a fair reply : 
Pe as our ſelf in Denmark. Madam, come; 
This gentle and unforc'd accord of Hamlet 
Sits ſmiling at my heart ; in grace whereof, 
No jocund health mat Denmark drinks, to-day, 
But the great cannon to the clouds ſhall tell it. [Exeant, 
Manent Hamlet. 

Ham. O that this too, too ſolid fich would melt, 
Thaw, and reſolve itſelf into a dew ! 
Or that the Everlaſting had not fix d 


tw rw. 


% 


unprofitable, 
| Seem to me all the uſes of this world ! 
ie on't! O tie! tis an unweeded garden, 
That grows to ſeed ; things rank and grofs in nature 
Poſſeſs it merely. That it ſhould come to this ! 
Put tuo months dead ? nay, —— ALLIS 
So excellent a king, 
So loving to my mother, 
That he permitted not the winds of heav'a 
Viſit her face too ! 
As if increaſe of appetite had grown | 
By what it fed on; yet within a month ! — | 
Let me not think : frailty, thy name is woman 
a RS! OS on Od, 
With which ſhe follow' father's body, 
Like Niobe, — Aa 
_ Married with minc uncle, 
My father's brother ; but n0.more like any ther, 
Than I to Hercule. 
It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 
— . ny ranges. 
n 


“0 
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And what makes you from Wittenberg, Horatic ? 


= 


I ſhall not look upon his like again. . 
Her, My land, 1think 1 faw him, yeſternight 
ha. Set a? 

Hor. The 
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Almoſt to jelly with their ſear) 1 
Stand dumb, and ſpeak not to him. This to me 
In dreadful ſecrecy i they did. 


2. Lis very range. TO TOE 
Hor. As I do live, my bonour d lord, tis true: 
And we did think it then our duty : 


Fi 
ft 


I 
2 
F 
i 
| 


8 
7 


A count'nance more in 


rrrrfrrrr 


; 
: 


reges 


— 
. 


Erne pern Fo 


E 
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Ham. His beard was grifly ? 


Hor. It was, as I have ſeen it in his life, 


play ; would the night were come ! 
my ſoul : fout deeds will rife, 


He may not, as inferior perſons do, 
Carve for himſelf ; for on his choice depends 
The fanity and bealth of this whole fate. 


Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear fiſter ; 
ſhe chariclt maid is prodiget : 


x bg; 2 to the _ 
X of this tcl. | 
About my heart : but, good my _— 


deep and horny way to beaven ; 
Whilk like a carelefs libertine 
Himſelf the primroſe path of dalliance treads, 
Leer. Oh, fear me not. 
I Ray too but here father comes. 
y too long, wy 


Pol. Yet here? Laertes ! abroad, for ſhame, 
13 — 


your 
If it be fo (as fo tis put on me, 
And that in way of caution) I muſt tell you, 
You do not underſtand yourſelf ſo clearty, 
As it behoves my daughter and your honour. 
—ů yan # afre axe ap Gewed. | 
OT = 


Marry, I'll teach you ; think yourſelf a baby 
That you have ta'en theſe tenders for your pay, 4 
+ Which are not fterling. Tender yourſelf more dearly, 
Or you'll tender me a fool. 


My lord, he bath importun'd me with love, 
| Opk. My lor, he 


Pal. Ay, faſbion you may call it; goto, go to. 


ct. And bath a deere: to his fpcech, 5 
_— wi. | 


* 


What does this mean, my lord ? 


The kentle drum and trumpet thus proclaim 


And to the manner born, it is a cuſtom 


| „ Why the ſepulchre, 
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With almoſt all the holy vows of heaven. 


Pol. Ay, ſpringes to catch woodcacks. I do know, 
When the blood burns, how prodigal the ſoul 
Lends the tongue vous. This is for all 


I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 
Have you ſo ſlander any moment's leiſure, 


As to give words to talk with che lord Hamlet ; 

Look to't, I charge you; come your way. 

Opk. 1 ſhall obey, my lord. [Exeunt, . 
S CE N E, The Platform before the Palace. 


Eser Hamlet, Horatio, end Marcellus. 
Ham. The air bites fhrewdly ; is is very cold. 


Hor. It is a nipping and an cager air. 
Ham. What hour now ? 


Hor. I think it lacks of twelve. 
Mar. No, it is truck. 
Hor. I heard it not: then it draws near the ſeaſon, 


Wherein the ſpirit held his wont to walk. 


[Trumpets a tune. 
Ham. — doth wake, to-night, and take his 
And 2s be takes bis draught of cheaith dawn. 


The triumph of his 
Hor. It is a cuſtom ? | 
Ham. Ay, marry is't : 

But to my mind, tho? I'm a native here, 


More hondur d in the breach, than in the obſervante, - 
Enter Ghoſt. 

Hor. Look, my lord, it comes ! | 

Ham. Angels and minifters of grace defend us! 
Be thou ſpirit of health, or goblin damn d 
Bring with thee airs from beav'n, or blaſts from hell ; 
Be thy intent wicked or charitable, 
Thou com'f in ſuch a queſtionable ſhape, 


That | ll rock ro thee. - I'll call thee Hamlet, 


King, father, royal Daze. Oh! anſwer me, 


Let me not burſt in ignorance, but tell 


Why thy bones, hears'd in canoniz'd earth, 


Wherein 
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Wherein we ſaw thee quictly interr'd, 

Hath ope'd bis ponderous and marble jaws, 

To caſt thee up again ? What may this mean? 

That thou, dead eorſe, again in complete ſterl, 

Reviſneſt thus the glimpſes of the moon, 

Making night hideous, and us fools of nature 

So horridly to ſhake our dif; 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our ſouls ? 

Say, why is this? whereiore ? what hould we do? 
| Gheft beckons Ham, 

Her. It beckons you to go away with it, 
As if it ſome impartment did deſire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Look with what courteous ation 
ee 
But do not go with it. 

Hor. No, by no means. alding Hamlet. | 

Ham. i wil no peat; ue, T will follow: 

Hor. Do not, my lord. . 

Ham. Why, what ſhould be the fear? 

I value not my life; 

And for wy foul, what can it do to that, 

Being a thing immortal as itſclt ? | 

Ke TENN 2 98 lord? 

Hor. What if it tempt you tow'rd the flood, 
| Or to the dreadful ſummir of the cliff, * 

And there aſſume ſome other horrid form, 
And draw you into madneſs ? 

Ham. It waves me ſtill: 

Mar. You ſhall not go, my lord. 

Ham. Hold oft your hand. 

Hor. Berul'd, you ſhall not go. 
Ham. My ſates cries out, 

And makes each petty art ry in this body, 

e 
— 9g 

By heaven IU make a ghoſt of NN 

I ſay, away ; go on; I'll follow thee. 

(Exit Ghoſt and Hamlet; Hor. and Mar. retiring 


on the f. 


Enter 
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Enter Ghoſt and Hamlet. 
Haw. a 
further. 
Gef. Mark me. 
Ham, I will. 
Sulf. My hour is almoſt come. . 
When I to ſulph'rou and tormenting ames 
Muſt render up myſclf. 
Har. Alas, poor ghoſt ! 
Gif. Pity me not, but lend thy ſerious hearing 
To what 1 ſhall unfold. 
Ham. What ? ; 
Ghoft. I am tby father's ſpirit ; 
Doom d for a certain term to walk the night, 
And for the day, confin'd to faſt in fires, 
Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature 
Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am forbid 
To tell the ſecrets of my priſon-houſe, - 
I could a tale unfold, whoſe lighteſt word 
Would harrow up the ſoul, freezc thy young blood, 
Make thy two eyes, like ſtars, ſtart from their _ 
Thy knotted and combin'd locks to part, 
a particular bair to ftand an end, 
Like quills upon the frerful 
But this eternal blazon muſt not be 
To cars of fichh and blood: liſt, lik, O li& ! 
If thou didſt ever thy dear father love 
Ham. O heaven ! 
Ga. Revenge his foul and mot unnar'ral murder. 
Ham. Murder 
Sue. Murder moſt foul, as in the beſt it is; 
But this moſt foul, and unnatural. 
Ham. Hafie me to know t, that I with wings as ſwift 
A meditation, or the thoughts of love, 
May fly to my revenge. 
. 1 Now, Hamlet, hear: 
is given out, lleeping in my garden, 
- me: Ce dear ef Diner 
a of my death 
ie 388 thou noble youth. 
The ſerpent that did fling thy father's life, 
Now wears his crown. 
Hem. O, 6 my uncle ? 


Glyf. 
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Ghoft. Ay, that inceſtuous, that adulterate beaſt, 


Won to his ſhameful luſt 
The will of my moſt ſeeming virtuous queen, 
O, Hamlet, what a falling off was there 
From me, whoſc love was of that dignity, 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
I made to her in marriage; and to decline 
Upon a wretch, 8 
To thoſe of mine. 

But foft, methinks I ſcent the morning air 
Brief let me be: ar nor Sg, bee 
My cuſtom always in the afternoon, 
Upon my ſecure hour thy uncle Role, 
With juice of curſed hebonom in a phial, 
And in the porches of mine ears did pour 
| The leperous diſtilment, whoſe eſſects 
Hold ſuch an enmity with blood of man, 
That ſwift as quĩckſilver it courſes 
The nat'ral gates and alleys of the be; 

So did it mine. 

| Thus was | fleeping, by a brother's hand, 
Of life, of crown, of queen, at once bereft ; 
Cut off ev n in the bloflom of my fin, | 
Unhouſcl'd, unanointed, unnanneal'd ; 

No reck'ning made, but ſent to my account, 
With all my im on my head. 

Ham. O horrible borrible ! moſt horrible ! 


Ghoſt. If thou haſt nature in thee, bear it not; . 


Let not the royal bed of Dezmark be 
A couch of luxury, and damn'd inceſt. 
But, howſoever thou purſu'ſ this a, 
Taint not thy mind, tor let not thy « 
Againſt thy mother ; leave her to heav'n, - 
And to thoſe thorns that in her boſom lodge, 
To goad and ſting her, Fare thee well at once! 
The glow-worm ſhews the morning to be near, 
And gins to pale his ĩneſſectual fire. 
Farewel, remember me. | 

Ham. O bald, my heart, 
| And you, my finews, grow not inftant old: 
But bear me firongly. Remember thee ! 


Ay, thou 2 _ while memory holds a ſeat 
this dittr 


acted globe; 5 


Exit. 


{| But you'll be ſecret ? 


YANULTRE - 


| Yea, from the table of wy memory 
I'll wipe away all trivial fond records, 
All regiſter of books, all forms and preſſures paſt, 
That youth and obfervation copied there, 
And thy commandment all alone ſhall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain. 
Unmixed with bifer matter. Ves, by heaven ! 
O moſt precious woman ! . 
O villain! villain! ſmiling damn'd villain !. 
My tables meet it is I ould ſet down, » 
That one may ſmile, and ſmile, and be a villain; 
At leaſt I'm ſure he may be fo in Deamark. Usriting. 
So, uncle, there you are: now to my word: 
It is, farewel, remember 
] have ſworn it. 
Hor. within, My lord, my lord 
Mar. within, Lord Hamlet 
Hor. within. Heaven ſecure him! 
Ham. So be it. | 
Hor. within. To, bo, bo, wy lord! 
Fam. Hillo, ho, ho, boy, come, bird, come. 
Mar. How ist, my noble lord? 
Hor. What news, my lord ? 
Ham, O wonderful! | 
Hor. Good wy lord, tell it. 
Ham. No, you'll revcal it. , 
Hor. Not I, my lord. 5 
Ham. How ſay you, then, would heart of man once 
think it? 


Berk. As death, my lord. 
Haw. There's ncer a villain dwelling in all Deamark, 
But he's an arrant knave. J | | 
Hor. There needs no ghoſt, my lord, come from the 
grave, 
Io tell us this. 
Ham. Why, right; you're in the right; 
And ſo, without more circumſtance at all, 
I bold it fit that we ſhake hands, and part: 
You as your buſineſs and deſires ſhall point, 
82% ang 5 | 
* "W 


Such 
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Such as it is) and for my poor part, 
1 will go pray. 

Hor. Theſe are but wild and windy words, my lord. 

Ham. I'm ſorry they offcnd you, heartily. 

Hor. Ther's no offence, my lord. 

Ham. Yes, by St. Parrick, but there is, Horatio, 
And much offence, too. Touching this vifion here——. 
It is an honeſt ghoſt, that let me tell you: 
For your defire to know what is between us, 
e and now, good friends, 
As you are friends, ſcholars, and ſoldiers, 
Grant me one poor requeſt. 

Hor. What is't, my lord ? 

Ham. Never make known what you heve fra to- 


night. 

Both. My lord, we will not. 

4 Nay, but ſwear't. 
Hor. In faith, my Jord, not l. 

Aar. Nor I, my lord, in faith. 
——— 
Hem. Never to pen of ir you ane en, 
Swear by my ſword. 

Sig. below. Swear. 

Hor. O day and night! but this is wondrous ſtrange, 

Ham. And therefore as a ftranger give it welcome. 
There are more things in 42 | 
Than are dreamt of in our philoſophy. Eut come, 
Here, as before, never, ſo help you mercy, 
How cr 1 
. bd pay» 


Or by pronouncing of ſome doubtful phraſe, 


As---well---we know---or, we could, and if we would--- 


Or ſuch ambiguous giving out, denote 
That you know aught of me. This do you ſwear, 
So grace and mercy at your moſt need help you! 
Ghoft. Swear. 
Ham, Reſt, reſt, peturbed ſpirit. So, gentlemen, 
With all my love 1 do commend me to you; 
6—— datanta | 


| 


ö 
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May do Yexpreſs his love and friendſhip to 
Shall never fail : Let us go in together ; * 
And Rill your fingers on your lips, | pray. 
The time is out of joint : oh curſed: > 
That ever I was born to ſet it right! | [Exeunt. 


SET 
SCENE.. An Apartment in Polonius's Hon /e. 
Ener Ophelia, moon FE 


Pol. 


OW now, Ophelia, what's the matter ? 
by, + bor my lord, my e been 
O AH: 

Pal. With what ? 


Opk. My lord, as I was reading in my cloſet, 
Prince Hamlet, with his doublet all unbrac'd, 
Pale as his ſhirt, — rain 
Thus he comes before nme. 

Pol. Mad for thy love! - | 
Oph. My lord, 1 do not know, 
But truly 1 do fear it. 

Pol. What faid he? | 

Op. He took me by the wriſt, and held me hard : | 
Then goes be to the length of all bis arm, 
And with his other hand thus o'er his brow ' 

He falls to ſuch peruſal of my fcae, 

As he would draw it: that done, be lets me go, 
And, with his head over his ſhoulder turn d, 
He feem d to find his way without his eyes ; 

For out of doors he went, without their 


- And to the laſt bended their light on me. 


Pal. This is the very ecſtacy of love — 
Have you given him any hard words of late ? 


No, m lord ; but, as 42 
| geka, and deny's _ 


His acceſs tome. 


Pol. That hath made him mad 


EZ Come, go with me tothe king, 


This muſt be known. 
Come, come away. 


"» H A M I. E I. 
| SCENE, The Palace. 


Evter King, Queen, Roſencraus, 4 Giitldenfiern, * 
King. Welcome, good 1 
NAI 
Toe vted we have to uſe you did provoke 
Our bſty ſending. — ou. have heard 
Of Hamlet's transformations ; «bat it ſhould be, 
More than his father's death, 
] cannot dream of. 1 entreat you both, 
| That you vouchfafe your reſt here in our court, 
Some little time, fo by companies . 
To draw him on to and to gather 
If aught, eben, aſlits him thus, | 
That lies within our remedy. 
Nucen. Good gentlemen, he hath much talk d of you, 
And ſure 1 am, two men are not hving 
To whom be more adheres : if it 2 
So to employ your time with us a- while, | 
enn GR nos, 
As fits a king's remembrance. 
Roſ. Both your mazeſtics 
Might, by the for'reign pouer you have o'er un, 
TE 
Than to entreaty. 
Guil. But we bath obey, 
Aud here give up ourſelves in the full bent, 
3 GOIN, 
ug. Thanks, Reſencraus and gentle Guildenfiern, 
A — — 
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Pal. Now 1 do think, or elſe — — 
Hunts not the trjal of policy fo fure, 


As it had us'd todo, that I have found 
nrg? Hamlets lunacy. 
King. O ſpeak of chat, that 1 do long to hear. | 
Pol. My liege and madam, to expoſtulate 
What majeſty ſhould be, what duty is, 
Whe day is day, night night, og ghee pb ; | | 
VE CEE aud time. | 
| , Therefore, 
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Therefore, as brevity is the ſoul of wit, FT 
And tediouſneſs that limbs and outward flouriſhes, 
I will be brief: your noble fon is mad, 
Mad 1 call it; for to define true madneſs, 

What is't but to be nothing elſe but mad ? 

But let that go. 

Queen. More matter, with leſs art. 
Pal. Madam, I ſacar4{uſeno art. 
That he is mad, tis true, tis pity ; 

And pity tis, tis trae; a foaliſh 


But farewel it, for I will uſe no art. 


Mad let us grant him, then ; and now remains 
That we find out the cauſe of this effect, | 

Or rather ſay the cauſe of this defect, 

For this effect defective comes by cauſe ; 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. Confider, 
I have a daughter; have, while the is mine, 

Who, in her duty and obedience, mark, 

Hath giv'n me 2: r (Reads. 


1 2 
1 white boſom, theſe, &c. 
| Dueen. Came this from Hemet to her ? 

Pol. Good madam, ſtay a-while, 3 
Doubt thou the far: are fire, - 6. 
Doubt that the ſun doth move; © 
Doubt truth to be @ liar, + * 
But never doubt I love. N 

O ar Ophelia, I am ill at theſe number: 3 T have not 

art to reckon my groans ; but that I love thee befl, O mf 

beſt, believe it: Adieu. Thine evermore, moft dear lady, 
white this machine is to him, Hamlet. 

This in obedience hath my daughter ſhewn me, 

And more concerning his ſolicitings, 
As they ſell out by time, by means, and 
| King. But how hath the receiv'd his love? 
Pol. What do you think of me? 
King. AJ of > man faithful and bonourable. | 
Pal. I would fain prove fo; but what might you, 

Or my dear majeſty your queen, here, think, 

If 1 bad play'd the deſk or table - book, 

Or look'd upon this love with idle fight, 


No, 
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No, I went round to work, 
And my young miſtreſs thus I charg'd : 
Lord Hamlet is a prince above thy ſphere, 
This muſt not be: and then I precepts gave her, 
That ſhe ſhould lock herſelf from his reſort, 
Admit no meſſengers, receive no tokens ; 
Which done, the took the fruits of my advice ; 
And he, repelled, a ſhort tale to make, 
Fell to a ſadneſs, then into a weakneſs, 
Thence to a lightneſs, and by this declenfion, 
Into the madneſs wherein he now raves, 
And all we wail for. 

King 1 
Gown. t be very Ii 
Pol. Hat tre ben ac aims (Td fl know ha 
ag wed = oe wg 'tis ſo 
When it proved otherwiſe ? 

King. Not that I know, 

- Pel. Take this from this, if this be otherwiſe ; 


„  —— 
Kn * 


Where cent indi. the! i were bid indeod, 
Within the centre. 1 lk 

King. How may we try farther 

Pol. Sometimes he walks for hours together, 
Here in the lobby. 

2 So be docs, indeed. 

Pol. At At ſuch a time I'll looſe my daughter to him. 


hide 
—— + pnbes oh yourſelf 


pre dean wanytþ if he love her not, 


be not from his reaſon fall'n thereon, 
Let me be no aſſiſtant for a tate, 
But keep a farm and carters. 
King, We will try it. 
Enter Hamlet reading. 
Lusen. But look, where ſadly th poor wretch comes 


reading. 
Pol. A 1 do beſeech both, away. 
883 * — Queens | 
I'll board him, 


How does my good lord Home: ? 
Ham, Exccllem well. 


1 


ob Q gy e 


a4 too gc gag = 


; 
: 


Pol. Marry, that's out of the air, indeed: how 
nant his replics are! a happineſs that often 
| 1 wi:l rake my leave. EN IY 
Ham, You cannot take from me any thing that 1 
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Enter Guil-lenftern and Roſencraus. 

Pol. V ou go to ſeek lord Hamlet, K 

Roſ. Save you, fir. | 

Cuil. My honour d lord. 

Raſ. My dear lord. 3 

Ham. My excellent good friends ! how doſt thou, 
Guildenftern ? ah, Roſencraus ! good lads, how do you | 
borh ? well, what news ? 4 

Roſ. None, my lord, but the world's grown honeſt. [ 

Ham. Then is doomſday near; fure your news is not 
true? But, in the beaten way of friendſhip, whit makes | 

at ? 
7 Ro To viſit you, wy lord ; no other occaſion. | 

Hom. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks: 
but 1 thank you. Were you not ſent for ? Is it your 
2. 


you | 
© —4p 1 of you; i love 
| me, bold wot'off <7 "me 


B OT” OT” IT" OT 


Hl 


. 


Ham. | 
hands ; ce- 
Guil. In what, my dear lord ? | 
Ham. I am but mad north-north-weſt ; when the 


Sw VV + >< © © on 15 Rn 


RS. M in my | 
- Ay yp Tent ned poo gy = 


eddights not me: 


Ryſ. To think, wy lord, if you 
what lenten entertainment the 


* 


E 


F 


15 
| 


2 


, I know a hawk from a heraſhaw. 
12 


Ham. 


- 
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— you fay right, fir ISS moruin 
twas then, indeed. - : * 
Pol. My loid, I have news to tell 


— 
Ham. My lord, I have news to tell you ; when Roſe 


Aut was an actor in Rome 


Pol. The bei actors in the world, either for Tragedy, 
Comedy, Hiftory, Paſtoral, Paftoral-Comical, Hifto- 
rica}-Paftoral ; Scene wndividable, or poem unlimited : 
| Sereca Eannct be t00 bexvy, nor Plata too light, | For 

the law of wit and liberty, theſe are the 
Ham. O Jepinha judge of Iſrael, what a . treakure 
. had thou 
Pal. What treaſure had he, my lord ? 


you 

fin. 200, — — | 

Pol. Nay, what follows then, my lord? 

Ham. Why as by lot, z ny 
it came to paſs, as myft like it was : the firſt row of the 
rubric . 
ment comes. 3 


Players. 

— — O my old friend! why 
thy face is valanced, fince I faw thee laſt ; com 'A thou. 
to beard me in Denmari ? What, my young lady and 
— marry, your lad ip is grown nearer. to hra- 
ven than when I ſaw you lt, by the altitude of a chopin : 
] wiſh your voice, like a piece of uncurrent gold, be 
not cracked within the ring. Malen, you are all wel- 


amd 


ttt. 
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come, we'll e en to't like friendly falconers, fly at any 
thing we ſce : we'll have a ſpeech ftrait ; come, 
us a taſte of your quality; come, a paſſionate {| 

Play. What ſpecch, — Pe | 

Ham.” I heard ther ſpeak me a ſpeech once; but it way 
never acted; or, if it was, not above once ; for the play, 
| romentne, pleaſe not the million ; *twas caviate to 
the multitude. One ſpeech in't 1 chiefly loved, "Twas 
Anais tale to Dido; and thereabout of it eſpecially, - 
where he ſpeaks of Priam's flaughter. If it live in your 
memory, begin at this line, let me ſee, let me fee 
Lhe rugged Pyrrkes, like the Fyrcanian beaſt ——— 
Beaſt ! no, that's not it, yet it begins with Fyrrbas. 

The Pyrrhus, he whoſe ſable arm, 
Black as his purpoſe, did the night reſcmble, - 
Old grandſire Priam ſeeks. 

| Pol. My lord, well ſpoken, with good accent, and 
good diſcretion. | 
Ham. So you. 

Play. Anon he finds him, 

too ſhort at Greeks. His antique ſword, 
Rebellion to is arm, — 

Repugnant io comma ual match'd, 

Pyrrhus at Priam drives, rr 

But with the whiff and wind of bis fell ſword 

The unnerv'd father falls. 

But as we often ſee, againſt ſome ſtorm, 

A filence in the hege ut, the rack land Gill, 

The bold wind ſpeechleſs, and the orb below 

As bulk as death: anon the dreadful thunder 

Doth rend the region: ſo, after Pyrrhur pauſe, 

A rouſed vengeance ſets him new a-work : 
And never did the Cyclop:* hammers fall 
On Mars's armour, forg'd for proof eterne, 

With leſs remorſe than Fyrrhas“ bleeding ſword | 

Now falls on Priam. 

Out, out, thou ſtrumpet Fortune 

Pol. This is too long. 

Ham. It ſhall to the barber's, with your beard. Pris 
thee, ſay on; he's for » jig, or a tale of bawdry, or he 
fleeps. Say on, and comes to Hecuba. 

Play. But who, alas, had ſeen the mobled queen 

Ham, The mobled queen | PROT 
| C2 Pal. 
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Pol. That's good. 


A clext wen that head, 

Where late the diadem ſtood, in ac, 

A blanket in th' alarm of fear caught up: 

Who this had ſeen, with tongue in venom fteep'd, 

*Gaini fortune's Rate would treaſon have pronounc'd ? 
Pol. Look whether he has not turn'd his colour, and 

has tears in s eyes. Prithee no more. 


Ham. Tis well, I'll have thce ſpeak out the reſt of 


this ſoon. Good my lord, will you fee the well 
beſtowed ? Do you hear ? let them be uſcd, for 
they are the abſract and brĩeſ chronicles of the time : 
after your death, you were better to have a bad epitaph, 
than their ill report, while you live. 
66 
ert. 
Ham. Much better ; uſe every man, fir, 72 to 
his deſert, and who ſhall eſcape whipping ? Uſe 
after your own honour and dignity. The lefs they deſerve, 
the mort merit is in 3 our bounty, Take them in. 
Pol. Come, firs. 
Ham. Follow bim, friends ; we'll have a play ; to- 
morrow. Doſt thou hear me, old friend? My good 
friends, I'll leave you till night: you are welcome to 


Roſ. Farewell, my lord. [Exit Rof. and Guil. 
Ham, Can you play the murder of ? - 


Ham. We'll have it to-morrow ni ; you could for 
need ſtudy a ſpeech of r 
{ct down, and ĩnſert — could you not ? 

Play. Ay. my lord. 

Ham, Very will ; follow that lord, and look you 

mock him not. {Exeunt all but Hamlet. 
O what a wretch and peaſant ſlave am 11 
Is it not monſtrous that this player here, 
But in a fiction, in a dream of paſſion, 
Could force his ſoul ſo to his own conceit, 
That from her working all the viſage warm'd, 
at ok diſiraction in his aſpect, 


A broken 
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| To Player. | 


A broken voice, and his whole function ſuiting 
With forms to his conceit, and all for nothing 
For Hecuba ? 
What's Hecuba to him, ar he 6s Shit. 
That he hould weep for her ? what would be do, 
Had he the motive and the ground for pathon, 
That I have ? Lr with tear, 
Make mad the guilty, and wed ow tos, 
Confound the ign'rant, and amaze indect 
The very faculties of eyes and ears: ; 
But I am pigeon-live:'d, and lack gall, 
To make oppreſſion bitter, or ere this 
I ſhould have fatted all the region kites 3 
With this flave's oftal. 
Remorſeleſs, treacherous, lecherous, enn: 
Why, what an aſs am 11 This is moſt brave, 
That I, 322 
Prom to my heaven 
a ties ee, ek ae ads, 
And fall — 8 ny GY * 
n't ! | | 
About my brain | Hum! L how have, - . 4 
Ihat guilty creatures, fitting at a play, 
Have by the very cunning of the ſcene,. 
Been ſtruck fo to the ſoul, that preſcntly 
They have proclaim'd their malefactions: 
For murder, tho? it have no tongue, will ſpeak 
With moſt miraculous organ. I'll have theſc players- 
Play ſomething like the murder of my father, 
Before my uncle. I'll obſerve his looks, 
I'll tent him to the quick; if he look pale, . 
I know my courſe. The ſpirit that I have ſeen, . 
hg be a hath r 
ume a ſhape; yea, and perhaps, 
Out of my weakneſs, n 127 
As he is very potent with ſuch \pirits, - b 4 
1 Abuſcs me, to damn me. i mad + it, 2 
More relative than this ; the plays the thing 
| Wherein I'll cuch the conſcieace of the king.” 00” 
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ACT III. 


Guildenſtern, Gentleman, and Guards, © 


ND can youby no drift of conference 

Get from him why he puts on this confufion ? 

. He does confeſs he feels himſelf diſtracted; 

But from what cauſe, be will by no means ſpeak. 

Queen. Did he receive you well ? 

Roſ. Mok civilly. 

Gul. But with much forcing of his diſpoſition, 

Ref. — 2 but of our demands 

1 hi dime? 

i you invite im to any paſtime ? 

Rof. Madam, it Fo fell cur, chat Certain 

We o'ertook on the way; of theſe we told him, 

And there did ſeem in him a kind of joy, 

E hear of ittz- they're about the court, 

And (as Ithink) they have already orders, 

This night to play before him. 

Pol. Tis moſt true, 
And he beſcech'd me to intreat your majefties 
To hear and fee the matter, 

King. With all my heart, 

And it doth muck contert me, 

To hear him ſo inclin'd : | 

Good gentlemen, give him 2 further edge, 

And urge him to theſe ” 
Roſ. We ſhall, my lord. [Exeunt Roſ. and Guil. 
King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too; 

Far ws have labdly four thr Blonke hither, 

That he, as twere by accident, may mect 

Ophelia here: her father and myſelf 

urge — 


That your 
S ie 
Will bring him to bis wonted way again, 

| 93 


; 


Eater King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Roſencrause 


Madam, I with it  TExi: O 
244 Opkelia, Lai ay: ds — 


(lf ſo 1 majeſty ſhall pleaſe) retire conceal'd. 


Oph. 1 hear — 
Exeunt King and Pol. 
Enter Hamlet. 


Hem. To be, or not to be ? that is the queſtion. 
Whether tis nobler in the mind, to fuffer 


| The flings and arrows of outrageous fortune, 


r 

And by oppoſing en To die, th ſeep 

No more; and by a fleep, to ſay we end 

The heart-ach, and the thouſand nat'ral ſhocks 

That fleſh is heir to; tis a conſummation 

Devoutly to be wiſh'd. To die, to 

To fleep ; perchance to dream : ay, there's the rub ; 

For in that fleep of death what dreams may come, 

When we have ſhufſled off this mortal coil, 

Muft give us pauſe :——— There s the reſpect 

Vhet cules extuny of fo hong bite. 

e 
* oppreflor's wrong, proud man's contumel 

The pangs of deſpis d love, pp had ” 

The inſolence of office, and the ſpurns 

That patient merit of the unwofthy takes, 

When be bimfſclf might his guietus make 

With a bare bodkin ? Who would fardels bear, 

To groan and ſweat under a weary life ; | 

But that the dread of ſome after death, 

(That undiſcover d country, from whoſe bourne 

No traveller returns) puzzles the will, 


1 And makes us rather bear thoſe ills we have, 


Than fly to others that we know not of. = 
Thus conſcience docs make cowards of us all ; 
And thus the healthful face of reſolution 

1s fickled o'er with the pale caſt of thought; 
And enterprizcs of great pith and moment 
With this reg@#d their currents turn awry, 
And loſe the name of action. Soft, you now, 
The fair Ophelia _—_ oriſons, | 
Be all my fins remember'd. 

Opk. Good my lord, how do you? 
Ham. I humbly thank yc'y, well, 


Ori. 
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Oph. My lord, I have remembrances of yours, 
Th | have long d to re-dcliver ; 
'Prav vou now receive them. 

Ham. No, not I; I never gave you aught. 

Oph. My honour'd lord, you know, right well, you 

i 

And with them words, of {2 ſweet-breath compos· d, 
As made theſe things more rich : the perfume loft, 
Take theſe again; for, to the noble mind, 
Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind, 
There, my lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha, are you honeſt? 

Oph. My lord. 

Ham. Are you fair? 

Ohh. What means your lordſhip ? 

Ham. That if you be honeſt -» FOR you ſhould ad- 
mit no diſcourſe to your beauty. 


. 3 _ 

Ham. Ay, truly; power of beauty will ſooner 
trarform honeſty from what it is to a band, than the 
force of honeſty can tranſlate beauty into its likeneſs : 


this was ſome time a paradox, but now the time gives 


proof. I did love you once. 
. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe ſo. 
Lou ſhould not have believed me; for virtue 


it : I loved you not. 
Oph. I was the more deceived. . 


yet | could accuſe me of ſuch things, that it were better 
my mother had not borne me. | am very proud, revenge- 
ful, ambitious ; with more offences at my back than [ 
have thoughts to put them in, im to give them 


agination 
ſnape, or time to act them in: what ſhould ſuch fellows 


＋ — earth and heaven? we are ar- 
rant knaves, believe none of us; —— 
ner y. Where's your father ? 

At home, my lord. 

Let the doors be ſhut upon him, 


A in's own houle ; : 


Farcwel. 


oni. 


| 


cannot ſo inoculate our old fiock, but we mall reli of - 


Ham. Get the: to à nunnery ; why thould'f thou be 2 
breeder of finners? 1 am myſelf indifferent honeſt ; but 


| 


Oph. Could beauty, my lord, have better commerce, | 
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for thy dowry : 


nature hath given you one Agee Apo oye oe 
| f{clves another: you jig, and you amble, and you liſp, 


| the reſt hall keep as they are. To nunnery, go, ge, £0- 


ec nada 82828 


Now ſee that noble and moſt ſovereign reaſon, - 


*. 


W 5 ys 43 ov 


| Let his | 
| To thew his grief; let her be round with him: 
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9 O help him, you ſwert beav'ns ! 
If thou doſt marry, I'll give thee this plague 


be thou as chaſte as ice, as pure as ſnow, 
. ſcape calumny. Get thee to a nunnery. 


Or if thou wilt needs marry, marry a fool, for wiſe 
men'knge well coough what mcntcrs you make of Gem 


you nickname heav'n's creatures, and make your wanton= 
neſs your ignorance. Goto; I'll no more on t, it hath 
made me mad: I fay, we will have no more marriages, 
thoſe that are married already, all but one, ſhall live; 


M. O what a noble mind is here o'erthrown ! 
and roſe of the fair Raze, 


And I of ladies moſt dejected and wretched, 


Like ſweet bells jangled out of tune, and harſh. 
O woe is me 


| T* have ſeen what I have ſeen, ſeeing what I fee ! [Exit 


Eater King and Polonius. 
Love! bis affeftions do not that way tend; 
he ſpake, e & Lack'd form . | 


body bye fo pony 

e with to Expland, 

For the demand of our neglected tribute. | 

What think you on't ? 
Pol. It hall do well: 

But, if you hold it fit, after the play * 

all alone intreat him, 


And I'll be plac'd (fo pleaſe you) in the ear 
Of all their conf rence : if ſhe find him not, 


| To England ſend him, or confine him where 
{| Your wiſdom beſt hall think. 


King. It ſhall be ſo; 
Madneſs in great ones muſt not unwatch'd go. [Exeunt. 


Exter 


Enter Hamlet, and three 
Ham. Speak: the der I pray you, as pee 
it to you, — from the tongue: but if you mouth 
it, as many of our players do, Thad ae bet e 
crier ſpoke my lines. And do not ſaw the air too much 
with your hand, thus; but uſe all gently ; for in the 
very torrent, tempeſt, and as I may fay, whirlwind of 
paſſion, you muſt acquire and 4 
may give it ſmoothneſs. O ! it offends me to the foul 
to hear a robuttious perriwig-pated fellow tear a paſſion 
to very rags, to ſplit the cars of the groundlings ; who, 
for the moſt part, are c of r but incxp!ica- 
ble dumb ſhews and noiſe : I would have ſuch a fellow 
whipp'd for o'erdoing Termagent it out bereit Herod. 
Pray you avoid it. 
. Play. I warcant your honour. 
Ham. Be not too tame, neither, 6 
cretion be your tutor. Suit the action to the word, the 
word to the action, with this ſpecial obſcrvance, that 
vou Oer: ſep nat the of nature ; for any 
fo o'crdone, is from the purpoſe of playing, whoſe 
both at firſt and now, was and is, to bold, as ee. the 


journeymen 
and not made them well, they imitated 
abom ĩnably. 

with us. 


then to be confidered : that's villainous, and ſhews 2 
moſt pitiful ambition in the fool that uſcs it. Go, 
make you 

Wink, ho, Heratic ? 


Enter 


As eber my converſation met withal. 


There is a play, to-night before the king ; 


| You play d once in the 


HAM LL E T. 
| Enter Horatio. 

Hor. Here, my lord, at your fcrvice. 
Ham Horatio, thou art e en as juſt a man 


Hor. O my dear lord! 
Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter; 


For what advancement may I hope ſrom thee ? 


Thou haft no revenue, but thy good fpirits, 
To feel and cloath thee, X 


Doi thou hear? 


Since my dear foul was mĩſtreſs of her choice, 
And could of men diſtinguiſh, her election 
Hath ſeal d thee for herſelf : for thou haft been, 
As one, in ſuffcring all, hath ſuffer'd nothing; 


GSi e me the man 


That is not paſſion 's flave, and I will wear him 
In my heart's core; ay, in my heart of hearts, 
As I do thee. Something too much of this. 


One ſcene of it comes near the circumſtance, 
Which 1 have told thee, of my father's death : 
I prithee, u hen thou ſec that act on foot, 
Ev'n with the very comment of thy ſoul, 


| Obſerve my uncle: if then his occult guilt 


Do not itſclf diſcover in one 

It is a damn'd ghoſt that we have ſcen. 

Give him a needful note; 

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face; 

And after we will both our judgments join 

In cenſure of his . 

Hor. I will, my lord. | 
Ham. They are coming to the play, I muſt be idle: 

Get you a place. Ca, 

| King. How fare our couſin Ham!et ? 

Ham. Exccllent, fait 


| Of the'camelion's din. Lest ber: 
| Promiſe-cramm'd. You cannot freed-cupcns ſo. 


King. I have nothing with this anſwer, Hamlet 
Theſe words are not mine. | 
Ham. No, nor now mine; 


univerſity, you lay, {To ry 


„„ HAMLE T. 


ee orc I was killed i*th' ca- 
pitol. Brutus kill'd me. bb 
Ham. It was a brute to kill ſo capital a | 
calf there. — 
Be the players ready? 
Rof. Ay, my lord, they wait upon your patience, 
Duecen. Come hither, my dear Ham let, fit by me. 
Ham. No, good mother, here's metal more attractive. 
Pal. O ho, do you mark that? 
Ham. Lady, ſhall 1 lie in your lap? 
| Haw. Your ly 3g: y lord. 
Your only jig-maker ! what ſhould a man do | 
- but be merry ? for, look you, how chearfully my mother 
_ and my father died within theſe two hours. 
Nay, "tis twice two months, my lord. 
So long? nay, then let the devil wear Black, 
for I'll have a ſuit of ſables. O, heavens! die two 
months ago, and not forgotten yet ! then there's hope a 
great man's memory may out- live his life half ot nad, 
but he muſt build churches then. 
.. 
Mallicho; it means miſchief. 
On. But where argument? * 
Enter Prologue. 
Ma boy | -—»y Py 
players cannot keep ſecret; 
Are they ſo good at ſhew, my lord ? | 
Aye, at any ſhew, that you will he them: be 
not you aſhamed to ew, and will not bluſh to tel | 
you what it means. 


99074. Youre naught, you re naught, IU mark the 


he. qa V—_— 


Such love muſt nerds be treaſon in my breaſt; 
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Eater Player King and Queen. | 
Pl. King. Full thirty zimes bas Phebu;' car gone 


Since Love our hearts, and Hymen did our bands 


Unite, in folding them in ſacred bands. 


Pl. Queen. So many journies may the ſun and moon 
Make us again count o'er, ere love be done. 
But woe is me, you are ſo ſick, of late, 
And fo fer diff*rent from your former ſtate, 
That I diſtruſt : yet, though I difiruſt, 
Diſcomfort you, my lord, it nothing muſt. 
Now what my love is, proofs have made you know ; 
And as my love is great, my fear is ſo; 


| Where lov: is great, the ſmalleſt dov'xs are fear; 


Where little fear grows great, 

Pl. King. er 3 and, — aw; 
My working powers their ſunct ions leave to do ; 
But thou ſhalt live in this fair world behind, 
Honour'd, belov'd, and haply one as kind, 
For huſband ſhalt thou 

Pl. Queen. O, confound the ref ! 


In ſecond huſband let me be accurk ! 
None wed the ſecond, but who Kill'd the firſt. 
Ham. That's wormwood ! . 
Pl. King. I do believe you think what now you ſpeak z 
But what we do determine, oft we break ; | 
What to ourſclves in puſſion we ſe, 
The paſſion ending, doth the ale loſe : 
Think fill thou wilt no ſe hutband wed ; 
But thy thoughts dic, when thy firſt lord is dead. 
Pl. Buezn. Nor cath, oh give me food, nor heaven 
light, 
Sport and repoſe from me, day and night ! 
Eoth here and hence purſue me laſting ſtrife, 
If once 1 widow be, me eat 
Ham. If the ſhould break it, 1006 


Pl. King. "Tis deeply ſworn : ſweet, leave me here a 


rock thy brain, 
oc radar . 
Ham. 
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Ham. Madam, how like you the play? | 

Dueen. The lady doth proteſt too much, methinks. 

King. Have you heard the argument? is there no 

. 

Ham. No, no, jeſt, poiſon in je 
1 jeſt, poiſon in je. —no 


King. What do they call the play ? 

Ham. The Mouſe-trap ! marry, how ! tropically, 
This play is the image of a murder done in Vienna. 
Gonzago is the king's name, his wife Bapriffa; you 
hall ſee anon, tis a knaviſh piece of work; but what 
of that? your majeſty and we have free ſouls, it 
touches us nct : let the galled jade winch, our withers 


are unwrung. 
Enter Lucianus. 
This is one Lucianus, nephew to the duke. 
Oph. You are as good as a Chorus, my lord. 
tf 1 could fre thepuppetsdal'ying———— Come, begin, 
murtherer; leave thy damnable faces, and begin. 
The croaking raven doth bellow forth revenge. 
Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and time 


Confedꝰ rate ſeaſon, and no creature ſeeing ; | 
Thou mixture rank, of midnight werds collected, 
With Hecate's bane, thrice blaſted, thrice infected; 
Fhy nat ral magic and dire | 
Pours the poiſon into his ears. 
Ham. He poĩſons bim i'th' garden, for bis eſtate; 
his name's Gonzago; the ſtory is extant, and written in 
very choice Tralian : you ſhall fee anon how the mur- 
ay Agent boy bee 
Pol. Give over the play. Lights, lights, lights ! 
[Exeunt all but Ham. and Hor. 
Ham. Why let the ſtricken deer go weep, 
The hart ungall'd go play; 
For ſome muſt witch, while ſome muſt ſleep; 
Thus runs the warld away. 
O good Horatio, Id take the Ghoſt's word for a 
' fand pounds. Did perceive? 


thou- 
Hor. 
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Hor. K N 
Ham. Upon the the poiſoning 
Hor. I did very well note him. 
Ham. Canes mufic : the recorders. ¶ Exit. Hor. 
| Enter Roſencraus and Guildenſtern. 
Guil. Good my lord, vouchſafe me a word with you. 
Ham. Lir, a whole hiſtory. 
Guil. The king ———i{, 
> 1 Ay, fir, what of him ? 
wil. Is in his retirement marvellous diſtemper d. 
Ham. With drink, fir ? 
Guil, No, my lord, with choler. 
Ham. Your wiſdom would thew ĩtſelf richer to fignify 
this to the doctor; for me to put him to his purgation, 
would perhaps plunge him into more choler. 
Guil. Good my lord, put your diſcourſe into ſome 
frame, ans nun not 0 wilaly from wy buſineſs. 


Sul. Nay, good my lord, 13 
right breed. FEES alk men adn ene wict- 
ſome anſwer, I will do your mother's command, if not, 
T 


Ham. Sir, 1 cannot. 

Han. Make you a whoſome anſwer : my wits diſ- 
eaſed. But, fir, ſuch anſwer as I can make, you ſhall 
command ; or, rather, as you ſay, my mother. 

Ro. Then thus the ſays ; Your behaviour of late hath 
ſtruck her into amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderful ſon, that can thus aftoniſh a mo- 
ther! But is there no ſequel, at the heels of this mother's 
admiration ? Impart. 

Ro. She defies to peak to you in ber cloſer, ere you 

O to 
8 Ham. We ſhall obey, were ſhe ten times our mother. 
Have y ou any further u ade with us? 

Roſ. My lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. And do ſo fill, by theſe pickers and ftealers. 

Ry. Good wy lord, what is the cauſe of vour diſ- 

D 2 | tewper ? 
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temper ? Von do ſurely bar the door upon your own 
liberty, if you deny your griefs to your friend. 
Ham. Sir, 1 lack advancement. 
EK. How can that be, when you have the voice of 
_ the king himfelf, for your ſucceſſion in Denmark ? 
Hem. A . 

Ys proverb 
is ſomething muſty. Oh, the recorders ; why do you 
go about to recover the wind of me, as if you would 
drive me into a toil ? 

Guil. Oh, W 


is too un 


you. 
Gil. 1 know no touch of it, wy lord. 
Ham. Tis as caſy 3s lying; govern theſe ventages 
with your fingers and thumb; give it breath with 
mouth, and it will diſcourſe molt excellent male: 
ya, 1 


— excellent voice, in this little organ, yet cannot 
you make it ſprak. *Sdeath, do you think I'm eaher to 
be play d on, than a pipe ? call me what infirument you 
will, tho' you can fret me, you cannot play upon me. 
Euter Polonius 
Pol. My lord. the queen would ipeak with you. | 
Ham. Do you ice yonder cloud, that's almoki in ſhape 


of a camel? 


Pal. Tis like a camel, indeed. 
Ham, Mcthinks tis like a wezzct. 
Del. It is black like z weazel. 
Hem. Or like a whale. 7 
Pol. Very like a whale, 
Ham, 
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Ham. Then will I come to my mother, by and by 
er fool me to the top of wy bent. — 


Tie now the very witching time of night, 
When church-yards yawn, and hell itſelf breathes out 
Contagion to the world; now could I di ink hot blood, 
And do ſuch drzeds, as day itſelf 
Would quake to look on. Soſt! now to 
O heart, loſe not thy nature ! let not ever 
The ſoul of Nero enter this firm boſom ! 
Let me be cruel, not winatural : | 
I will ſpeak daggers to her, but uſe none. [Exit. 
Enter King, Roſcacraus, and Guildenftern. 
King. | like bim not, nor ſtands it ſafe with us, 
To let his madneſs range. Therefore prepare you ; 
For we will fetters put about this fear, 
Which now goes too free-footed. 
Raf. We will make hafte. [Exeunt Roſ. and Guil, 
Exter Polon ĩus. 
Pol. Sir, he is to his motber's cloſet; 
Behind the arras I'll convey myſelf, 
To hear the proceſs ; 11 Ron him Game, - 
And, as you ſaid, and wiſcly was it ſaid, 
is meet that ſome more audience than a mother, 
Since nature makes them partial, ſhould o'crhear 
Their ſpeech. Fare you well, my liege; | 
I'll call upon you ere you go to bed, 
And tell you what I hear. 
King. Thanks, dear my lord. 
Oh! my offence is rank, it ſmells to heav'n ; 
It hath the primal, eldeſt curſe upon't, 
A brother's murder. Pray I cannot, 
Tho inclination be as harp as 'twill, 
| My ſtronger guilt defeats my ſtrong intent; 
| And, like a man to double buſineſs bound, 
I ſtand in pauſe where I ſhall firk begin, 
And both neglect. What if this curſed hand 
Were thicker tt an itſelf with brother's blood ? 
Is there not rain enough in the ſweet heav ns, 
To waſh it white as ſnow ? whereto ſerves mercy, 
But to confront r olfence ? 
D3 Then 


IE. 


That cannot be, fince I am ſtill poſſeſs 
Of thoſe effetts for which I did the murder 1 
My crown, mine own habitation, and my my queen. - | 
May one be pardon'd, and retain th offence ? 
Offence ilded hand = 
SB! ” 
And oft *tis ſeen, — Suty pelce ; | 
Buys out the law ; but tis not fo above: 
There is no ſhuffling ; there the action lies 
In its true nature, and we ourſclves compell'd, 
En to the teeth and forchead of our faults, 
To give in evidence. What, then! what refis * 0 
Try what repentance can: =? | 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 
O wretched fiate ! O boſom black as death ! 
O limed ſoul, that, ſtruggling to be free, 
Art more <ngag*'d ! Help, angels ! make eſſay 
Bow, fiubborn knees; and hcarts with ſtrings of ſteel, 
be ſoft as finews of the new-born babe. 
All may be well. - [Exir. 
Enter Queen and Polonius. | 
Pol. He will come ſtrait, look you lay home to him; 
Tell him his pranks have bern too broad to bear with, 
And that your Grace hath flood between | 
Much heat and him. I' hear conceal my ſelf; 
_ Pay you be round with him. 
— Withdraw, I hear him coming. 
| Fol. exit behind the arra:. 
Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. Now, mother, what's the matter? 
Jueen. Han:let, thou haſt thy father much offended. 
Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended. 
| Pneen, Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue. 
Ham. Go, go, you queſtion with a wicked one. 
Sw. UAE, dow age, Hamlet ? 
Ham. What's the matter now ? 
Aueen. Have you forgot, mc ? 
Ham. No, by the rood, not fo ; 
You are the queen, your huſband's brother's wiſe ; 
And, would it were not ſo! you arc my mother. 


Ruern, 


8 
— 
— . — * 


* 


Tbat it is 


A 


WB 43 
ſet thoſe to you that can ſpe: k. 
you down; you ſhall not budge: ; 


You go not till | ſet you up a glals, 


hae you may ſee the inmoſt part of you. 
Nen. What wilt thou do ? Thou wilt not murder 
by Help, hoa ! 
Pol. What hoa, help ! [Behind * arra:. 
Ham. How now, a rat! dead for a ducat, dead. 


| {Kill Polonius. 
Pal. O! I am ſlain. 


Queen. What haſt thou done. 

Ham. Nay, I know not: is it the king? 

Aueen, O what a raſh and bloody deed is this 

Ham. A bloody decd, almoſt as bad, good mother, 
As kill a king, and marry with his brother. 

Queen. As kill a king ? | 

Ham. Ay, lady, twas my word. 
Thou wretched, raſh, intruding fool, farewel: [To Pol. 
took thee for thy betters; take thy fortune: 
Thou find' to be too buſy is ſome danger. 
Leave wringing of your hands : peace, fit you down, 
And let me wring your heart ; for ſo I hall, 
Tf it He made of ww, 
If damn'd cuſtom have not braz'd it ſo, 
proof and bulwark againſt ſenſe. 
2ucen, What have I done, that thou doſt = thy 


in noiſe fo rude againſt me? 
n 
Ham. Such an act, 
That blurs the grace and bluſh of 
Calls virtue hypocrite, takes off the roſe 
From the fair forchead of an innocent love, 
And ſzts a bliſter there: makes marriage vows 
As falſe as dicer's oaths : oh, ſuch a deed ! 
As from the body of contraction plucks 
The very ſoul, and ſweet religion makes 

of words. | 
Ah me! act! 
| Dueen, Ah me! what act? 
Ham. Look here upon this picture, and on this, 
The counterfeit preſentment of two brothers ; 
See what a grace was ſeated on this brow, 
Hyperion's Gas, the from of Fove himſelf ; 
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n eye like Mars, to threaten or command ; 
A tation like the herald Mercury, 
New lighted on a heav®n-kiffing hill: 
A combination and a form indeed, 
Whete every god did ſcem to ſet his ſeal, 
To give the world aſſurance of a man: 


This was your huſbind. Look now what follows : 


Here is your huſband, like a mildew d car, 
Blafting bis wholeſome brother. Have you eyes? 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed, 
And batten on this moor? Ha have you eyes ? 
Yoa cannot call it love ; for at your age 
„ Wn We mann, 
And waits the judgment ; what judgment 
Would fp dom this to this ? * 
O ſhame, where is thy Lluſh ? 
Rebellious hell, ON 
If thou can't mutiny in a matron's bones, 
To flaming youth let virtue be as wax, 
And melt in her own fue. | 
Queen. OI Hamlet, ſpeak no more 
Thou turn'& mine eyes into my very ſoul. 
Ham. Nay, but to live | 
Is the rank ſweat of an inceſtuous bed 
Queen. No more, ſweet Hamlet. 
Ham. A murderer and a villain ! 
A ſave, that's not the twentieth part the tythe 
Cf your precedent lord: a vice of kings; 
A cutpurſe of the empire and the rule, 
- That from a e the procious diadem Role, 
And put it in his et. 
* — 
Sive me, and hover o'er me with your wings, 


You heav*nly guards? What would — 


Duzen. Alas, he's mad. 
Ham. Do you not come your tardy ſon to chide, 
That, laps'd in time and paſſion, lets go 


by 
Th? important acting of your dread command ? O ſay! 


Ggf. 6 this viſitation 
Ts but to wet thy almoſt blunted purpoſe. 
But look ! amazement on thy mother fits : 
O fp barewen bas aniher ans ſoul ! 
Conceit in weakeſt bodies ſlrongeſt works, 


Speak 


Speak to ber, Hamlet. 


_—_— 
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Ham. How is it with you, madam ? 
Queen. Alas, how is't with you ? 
That you do bend your eye on vacancy, 
And with the incorporeal air do hold diſcourſe ? 
. 
Whereon do you look ? 
Ham. Otſhim on bim '——look you how pale be 


glares ! 
His form and corſe conjoin'd, preaching to ſtones, 
—— — Don't look upon me, 
Leſt with this piteous action you convert 
My ftern eſſects; then what I have to do; 


wal want true colour, tears perchance for blood, 


Queen. To whom do you ſpeak this ? 

Ham. Do you ſce nothing there? 

Len. Nothing at all ; yet all that's here ſee. 

' Hem. Nor did you nothing hear ? 

Queen. No, nothing but ourſelves. 

Hem. Why look youthere; look how it fialks away: 

pd ek wo he liv'd ; * 

Look where he goes, even now, out at portal. 

[Exit Ghoft. 

Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain. 
Ham. | 2s your's, doth temp*rarly keep time 

r not madneſs 

That I have utter'd ; „ 

And 1 the matter will re-word, which madneſs 

Cannot do. Mother, for the love of grace, 


Lay not this flattering unction to your ſou), 


your treſpaſs, but my madneſs, ſpeaks ; | 


That not 


Confeſs yourſelf to heav n, repent what's paſt, 


Avoid what is to come. 
Pucen, O Hemlet ! thou haſt cleft my heart, 
Ham. Then throw away the worſer part of it, 
ö 
Good - night, but go not to my uncle's bed; 
Aſſume a virtue, if you have it not. 
Once more, gooJ-night ! 
And when you are dcfirous to be bleſt, 
Tth-Gng beg of you. For this ſame Jord, 
[Pointing to Pol. 
1dorepent; but hear'n has pleas'd it ſo. 1 
0 
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To puniſh me with this, and this with me, 
That 1 muft be their ſcourge and minifter. 
I will beſtow him, and will anſwer well 
The death I gave him; ſo again good-night ! 
1 muſt be cruel, only to be kind; 
Thus bed begins, and worſe remains behind. 

Exit Ham. dragging out Pol. 


ACT = 
SCENE, A Royal Apartment, 
Enter King and Queen. 
| King. IN OR 

. 


__ Mad as the fea and wind, when both contend 
Whi-h ie T W in his lawlcfs fit, 


Q heavy 
It had been fo with bad we been de. 
Where is he gone? 

| Daren. To draw apart the body he hath kürd. 
King. Gertrude, come away ; | 
The ſun no ſooner-ſhall the mountains touch, 
But we will ſhip him hence ; and this vile derd 
We muſt, with all our majeſty and kill, 


Both count'nance and excuſe.——Ho, Guildenfters ! | 


Enter Roſcncraus and Guildenſtern. 
Fi ĩends both, go join you with ſome farther aid; 
Hamlet in 22 hath Polonius ſlaĩn, 
And from his mother's cloſet he hath dragg'd him : 
— ſeek him out, ſpeak fair, and hs the body 
nto the chapel; 1 hafte in 
Come, Gertrude. * [Exeunt. 
Ente Hamlet. 
Ham. Safcly ftow'd. IV ithin] Hamlet ! Lord Hamlet ! 
Ham. What noiſe ? Who calls Hamlet ? A 
R/. What have you done, my lord, with the * 


| 


| fox 


r 


8 —_. 


— 


. 
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Ham. Compounded it with the duſt, whereto it is a k in. 
Ref. ed >> Os 
And bear it to the chapel. 
Ham. Dy not believe it. 
RS. Be. icve what ? 
Ham. That | can keep your counſel and not my own ; 
baden tobe d-manded of a ſponge, what — ication 
Ry. —— . 
Ham. Ay, fir, that ſoaks up the king's countenance, 


his rewards, his autroiitics : but ſuch officers do the 
| King beſt ſervice in the end; . keeps them like an 


ap- 
ple in the corner of his jaw, tirſt mouth'd, to be laft 
ſwallowed : when he needs what you have glcan'd, it is 


but ſqueezing you, and, ſponge, you ſhall be dry again. 
RF. 1 underſtand you not, my lord. 


Ham. I am glad of it: a knaviſh ſpeech ſleeps in a 


fooliſh car. 

Ryſ. My lord, you mui tell us where the body is, and 
go with us to the king. 

Ham. Bring me to him. [Excunt, 


Enter King and Gentlemen, 


Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes ; 
And where tis ſo, th' oſſender's ſcourge is weigh'd, 
But never the offence. Thaw 2 


— him avay mull from 


King. How now ? What hath befallen ? | 
R/ Where the dead body is beſtow'd, my lord, 


| We cannot get from him. 


King, But where is he ? 
| Ry. Without, wy lord, guarded, to know your 


King. Bring him before us. 

Ry. Hoa, bring in the Lord Hamlet. 
Emer Hamlet and Guard.. 

King. Now, Hamlet, where's Polonius ? 


Ham. 
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Hom At ſupper. 
King. At ſupper ! where ? 
Hog. Not where he eats, but where be is enten; a 


certain convacation of politic worms are en at him. 
King. Where is Polonins ? 


| Ham. In heaven; fead thither to ſee : if your meſ. 


ſ-nger find him not "there, ſeek him i th' other place, 
youiſ.It : but, indeed, if you find him not within this 


month, yon ſhall noſe him as you go up Rain into the [ 


lobiy. 
King. Go ſcek him there. 
Hom He will fiay till you come. 
ing. Hamlet, this deed, for thine eſpecial ſafety, 
ld nd ns Hans a | 
Therefore prepare thyſclf, 
r 
For England. 
 Kiag. 3 
Ay. 
Ham. Good. 


— So ĩt is, if thou knen i our purpoſes. 


1 


land: Fare wel, dear mother 
ing. Thy loving father, Hamlet. 


Ham. My mother : father and mother n | 
wife; man and wife are one fleſh; and ſo my mother. ] 


Queen, 
Lucen. I will not ſpeak with her. 
Gent. She is i ate, 
— 
— mn ene 2 or 


Op. — —"_ 


Ham l ſee a cherub that ſees them; but, come, for | 


E „„ 


How now, ? [She anz. 
Ven. How now, Ophelia *. 
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| Oph. How ſhould your true love know from another one? 
By his cockle hat and flaff, and his ſandal fhoon. 

Queen. Alas, ſweet lady, what imports this ſong ? | 
b , e 
He is dea gone, „ tie is dead and gone; 8 | 
At his head @ graſi-green turf, at his heel: af l 
„ Nen. Nay, but Ophelia, 

5 Oph. Pray you mark. | 
| Ji lite his fhroud as the mountain ſnow, 
Larded all with ſweet flowers, 
Which bewept to the grave did go 
With true love rs. 
Queen. Alas | look here, my lord 
King. How do you, pretty lady ? | 

Oh. Well, God yield you! they ſay the ow! was 2 
baker's daughter. We know what we are, but we know 
not what we may be. = 

King. Conceit upon her father. 3 
Oph. Pray let's have no words of this ; but when they 
\: aſk you what it means ſay this: 

| Tomorrow is &. Valentine's dey, Si 
All in the morn betime; * . (Sings, 


d Aula maid at your window, 
r. | Too be your Valentine. 0 
it King. Pretty Ophelia! + I 
Oph. Indeed, without an oath, I'll make an end on't. 
Ther up he artje, and don d his cloaths, and op'd his chamber 
h door, | 
„ | Let in the maid, that out a maid, never more. 
u. King. How long hath the been thus? 
Ojh. I hope all will be well; we muſt be patient; 
but 1 cannot chuſe but weep to think they ſhould lay him 
i th' cold ground: my brother ſhall know of it, and ſo 
| I thank you for your good counſel 
ew | Come, my coach ; good night, ladies, good night ; 
ny | Sweet ladies, good night, good night. 3 
King. Follow her cloſe, give her good watch, I pray 
This is the poiſon of deep grief ; it ſprĩ 5 
All from * LA noiſe wirhin. 
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| t Enter Gentleman. 
Gent. Save yourſelf, my lord, 

Young Laertes, in a riotous head, 


O'er-bears your officers ; the rattle call him lord ; 
They cry, Chuſe we Lacrter for our king: 


hands, and aud it to the clouds, 
Larne ll be ing, Larne king [4 noiſe within. 
Laer. [Within.) Where is the king? Sirs, Hand you 


all without, 
Enter Laertes. 
O thou vile king ! give me my father. 
Deen. Calmly, good Laertes, 
Laer. That drop of blood that's calm proclaims me 
baftard, 

Cries cuckold to my father, brands the barlot, 
En here, between the chaſte and unſwirch'd brow 
Of my true mother. 

King. What is the cauſe, Laerter, 
That thy rebellion looks ſo giant like ? : 
Let him go, Gertrude: doth not fear our perſon; 
There's ſuch divinity doth hedge a king, 
That treaſon dares not reach at what it would. 
Let him go, Gertrude. 
Lear. Where's my father ? 
yl & by him. 

not 

King. Let him demand his fill. 
Laer. How came he dead? Tu not be juggled with, 
To hell allegiance ! vows to the blackeſt devil 
To this point I ſtand, . 
That both the worlds I give to 
Loet come what will; only I'll be reveng d 
Mod thoroughly for my father. | 
King. Who ſhall lay you ? 
Laer. My will, not all the world: 

1 Tu hutband them ſo well, 
| oy pagan 


revenge of your 
Beg, Wil ak. deſtroy both friend and foe? 
Laer. None but his enemies. - 


ow 
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ing. Why, now you ſpeak 

(Kin, Why, mow y 

That I am guiltlefs of your father's death, 
And am moſt ſenfible in grief for it, 


e 
As day does to your 


O roſe of May ! 
Dear maid, kind ſiſter, ſweet Ophelia ! 
O heav'ns ! ist poſſible a young maid's wits 
Should be as mortal as a fick man's life ? | 
Oph. They bore him barefac'd on the bier, Sings. 
And in his grave rain d many à tear. 


Laer. Hadſt thou thy wits, and didf perſuade revenge, 


It could not move thus. 


Oph. You muſt fing down-a down. 
Andyou call — O how the wheel becomes it! 
It is the falſe ſteward that ſtole his maſter's daughter. 
Laer. This nothing is much more than matter. 


Op. There's roſemary, that's for remembrance; ; Pray 


vou, love, remember: and there's pagcies, that's for 


thoughts. 

| Laer. A document in in madneſs ! thoughts and remem- 
brauce fitted. 
There's feanel for you, and columbines ; there's 

rue for and here's ſome for me. We may call it herb 

of grace o'Sundeys O, you may wear your rue with a 

difference. There's a daiſy; 1 would give you ſome 


violets, r 


They ſay he made a good end. 


e ': wo 
Laer. Thought and affliction, paſſion, hell irfclf ! 
She turns to favour, and to prettineſs. 


Oph. And will he not come again? 
And will he not come again ? | 
No, no, he is dead, goue 10 his deatk-bed, 
He never will come again. | 
8 - I, 
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His beard was white as ſnow, 
All flaxen was his poll ; 
He is gone, he is gone, atwat oxy m; 
And peace be with his foul, end with all lovers 
e Era 
in i, in 
Gene — 
Make choice of whom your wiſeſt friends you will, 
23 you and me; 
They find us werd, we will our kingdom 
They find us we will our ki 
| To you in ſatisfaction: but if not, 4 
Be you content to lend your patience to us ; 
And we ſhall jointly labour with your ſoul, 
To give it due content. 
Laer. Let this be ſo. 
His means of death, his obſcure funeral, 
No trophy, ſword, or hatchment o'er his bones, 
No noble rite, nor formal oftentation, 
Cry to be heard, , a. were from eanth to heav's 
That I muſt call't in queſtion, 
King. So you ſhall ; 
And have the ence bs, let the great ax fall. 
1 pray you go with me. Exeunt. 
Enter Horatio and Gentlemen. 
Hor. What are they that would ſpeak with me? 
Gent. Sea-faring men, fir; ny Ty Gay —— 
for you. 
Hor. Let them come in. 
I do not know what part 
I would te greeted, if not from Lord Hemler. 
Euter two Sailors. 
1 Sail. Save you, ſir. 
2 Sail. Here are letters for you, fir ; if your name be 
Hcratio, as we are informed it is. | 
Horatio reads the letter. | | 
Horatio, when thou ſhalt have overlorked this, give 
theſe fellows ſome means 10 the king ; they have letters for 
him —Ere ur were two days old art ſea, a pirate, of very 
warlike appuntment, gave us chace. Finding ourſelves t 
iow of ſail, we u on @ compelled valour, and in the 
grapple 1 bœarded them e en the inflant . hey get clear of 


cur ſhip, and 75 I aleue became their Priſcner. They have 


deal 


** 
* 
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dealt with me like thieves of mercy, but they knew what 
they did. I an to di à turn for them. Loet the king have 
the letters I have ſent, and repair _ to me, with as much 
ſpeed as thou wouldft fly death. I have works to ſpeak in 
thins ear will make thee dumb, yet are they much too light for 
the matter. Theſe good fellows will bring thee where I am, 
Roſencraus and Guildenſtern hald thei rcourſe for England. 
Of them I have muck to tell thee. Faretvel. 
HAMLET. 
Come, I will make you way for theſe your letters ; 
And dot the ſpeedier, that you may direct me 
To him from whom you brought them. {Exeunt. 
Enter King and Laertes. 

King. Now muſt your conſcience my — ſeal, 
And you muſt put me in your heart for friend; 
Since you have heard, and with a knowing car, 
That he who hath your noble father flain 
Purſu d my life. 

Laer. It well appears. But tell me, 
Why you proceed not againſt theſe crimes, 
So capital in nature. 

King. For two ſpecial reaſons, 
Which may perhaps to you ſcem weak, 
But yet to me they re ſtrong... The queen, his mother, 
Lives almoſt by his looks. 


The other motive, 


Why to a public court 1 might not go, 
Is the great love the people bear him, 
Who dipping all his faults in their aflection, 
Would, like the ſpring that turneth wood to fine, 
Convert his crimes to graces. 
Laer. And ſo | have a noble father loſt, 
A fifter driven into deſperate terms, 
Whoſe worth, if praiſes may go back again, 
Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfections. But my revenge will come. | 
King. Break not your fleep for that: you muſt noi think 
That we are made of ſtuff ſo flat and dull, | 
That we can let our beard be ſhook with » 
And think it paſtime : you ſhall ſoon hear more. 
I lov'd your _ and we love ourſclf, ; 
nter a Meſſenger. 
How now ! what news ? 


E 3 


J 


Meſſ. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet. Theſe to your 
: this to the 


King. Ie From Ham 7 Who brought them 


es 3 leave us. 
Exit Meſſ. 
h and Mighty, you fhall know 1 am ſet naked on 
your To-morrow ſhall I beg leave 10 ſee your 
— when I. ſhall (firft 22 har don) there- 
ante recount the occafion of my ſudden and moſt ftrangs 
return, 
What ſhould this mean? Are all the reſt come back? 
Or is it ſome abuſe, and no ſuch thing? 
Laer. Know you the hand ? 
King. *Tis Hamlet's character. Naked! 
And in a potcripthere, he ſays, alone: 
Can you adviſe me ? 
Laer, I'm loſt in't, my lord; but let him come. 
It warms the very ſicknefs of my heart, 
That I Gall Five and tell him to his teeth. 
Thus didſt thou. 
King. If it be ſo Laertes, 
Will you be rul'd by me ? 
Laer. Ay, my lord, ſo you will not over rule me to 2 
ace. 
Ri „Le thine own peace : if he be now return'd, 
As liking not his voyage, and that he means 
No more to undertake it, I will work him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device, 
Under the which he not chuſe but fall: 
And for his death no wind of blame ſhall breathe, 
1 
And call it accident. 
Laer. 94 1 will be ruſ d, 
The rather, f you could deviſe it ſo, 
That 1 might be the infrument. 
King. It falls right. 
You have been talk'd of fince your travel much, 
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for à quality, 
Wherein they ſay you ſhine. 
— Wr 
A very feather in the cap of youth, 
Vet needful too, Two months fince, 


| 
| Here was a gentleman of Normandy : 
He made a conſeſſion of you, 
And gave you ſuch a maſterly report, 
For art and exerciſe in your defence, 
And for your rapier moſt eſpecially, 
That he cry*d out, *Twould be a fight, indeed, 
| To ſe Laertes match'd. The ſencers of their nation, 

He ſwore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 
| It you oppos'd them. Sir, this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenom with his envy, 
That he could nothing do, but wiſh and beg 
Your ſudden coming over to play with him. 
No out of this 
| Laer. What out of this, my lord ? 

King. Laertes, was your father dear to you? 
Or are you like the painting of a ſorrow, 
A face without a heart ? 
1 Why aſk you this? nnn. 

Not that I think not father. 

But to the buſincks : Oe eh 
To ſhew yourſelf indeed your father's fon, 
More than in words ? 

Leer. To cut his throat i th* church. 
King. No place indeed ſhould fhicld a murderer, 

Revenge ſhould have no bounds : but, good Laertes, 
Keep cloſe within your chamber ; 
Hamlet return'd, whall know you are come bome ; 
We'll put on thoſe ſhall praiſe your excellence, 
And ſet a double varniſh on the fame 


generous, | 

Will not peruſe the foils ; ſothat with eaſes 
Or with a little ſhuffling, you may cbuſe, 

A ſword unbated, and, in a pats of practice, 


him for your father's death. 
Lr. Vldo't; 
And for the purpoſe e Ill anoint my ſword : 
I bought an union of a mountebank, 
So mortal, that but dip a knife in it, 
Where it draws blood, no cataplaſm ſo rare, 
Collected from all fimples that have virtue, 


Under 
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Undcr the moon, can ſave the thing from death, 
That is but ſcratch'd withal : I'll touch my point 
With this contagion, that if I gill him lightly, 
it may be death. 

King. Let's further think of this ; 
] hav 1—when in your motion you are hot, 
Ard make your bouts more violent to that end, 
And that he calls for drink, I'll have prepar'd him, 
A chalice for the purpoſe ; whereon but taſting, 


If he by chance eſcape your venam'd ſword, 
death, 


| i hall be 
Enter Queen. 

Queen. One woe doth tread upon another's heel, 
So faſt they follow: IN drown'd, Leertes, 
Laer. Drown'd! O where? 

Queen, There is a willow growing o'cr a brook, 
Thet ſhews his hoary leaves i“ th glafſy ſtieam, 
Near which fantaftic garlands ſhe did make 
Of crow flow'rs, netiles, daifies, and long purples : 
There on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds 
Clamb ting to hang, an envious fliver broke; 

When down her weedy trophics, and berſelf, 
Fell in the weeping brook. 

Laer. Too much of water haft thou, poor Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my tears ; but yet 
It is our trick. Nature her cuſtom holds, 
Let ſhame ſay what it will. Adieu, my lord! 


I have a fire that fain would blaze, 
But that this folly drowns it. Exe. 
King. Let's follow, Gertrude. [Excunt, 
ACT V. 
Enter two Grave Diggers. 


1 Grave. IS ſhe to be buried in Chriſtian burial, whe 


ſhe wilfully ſeeks her own ſalvation ? 


2 Grams. I tell thee ſhe is ; the efore make her grave 


traight; the crowner hath ſat on her, and finds it 
_ Chriftian burial. 


1 Grave. How can that be, unleſs ſhe drowned herſelf, - 


in her own defence? 


2 Graves 
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2 Grave. Why *tis found ſo ? 

1 Grave. It muſt be ſe endende, it cannot be elſe. 
For here lies the point; if I drown myſelf winingly, it 
I and an act hath three branches: it is to 

to do, and to perform ; argal, ſhe drowned herſelf 


= wittingly. 


2 Gravz. Nay, but hear you, Gordman Del ver. 

1 Grave. Give me leave; here lies the water, good; 
there ſtands the man, good ; if the man go to the u ater. 
and drown himſelf, it is, will he, nil he, he goes; mark 


| K but if the water come ts him, nd drove him, 


its | 


drowns not himſelf : argal, he that is not guilty of 
his own death, ſhortens not his own life. 
2 Grave. But is this law? 

1 Grave. Ay marry is't, crowner's queſt- law. 

2 (raue. Will you have the truth on't? if this had 
not been a woman, the would have been buried 
without chriftian burial. 

I Grave. Why, there thou ſaid' ; and the more pity 
that great folk ſhould have countenance in the world, 


to drown or hang themſelves, more than we. Come, 


my ſpade ; there is no ancient but gardeners, 
— — Ey hold up -L pro- 


2 Grave, Was he a gentleman ? 
I Grave, He was te 6c® chat ever bore ares. 
to thee : if thou anſwereſt me 


1 Grave. What is he that builds ſtronger than either 
the maſon, the ſhipwright, or the carpenter ? 
2 Grave. The gallows- -maker, for that frame outlives 


| a thouſand tenants. 


1 Grave. I like thy wit well; the gallows does well: 


| But how does it well ? It docs well to thoſe that do ill: 
now thou doſt ill to ſay the gallows is built ſtronger than 


the church: argal, the galiows may do well for thee. 
To't again, come. 
2 Grave, Who builds ſtronger than the maſon, the 
hipwright, or the carpenter ? 
1 Grave. Ay, tc] me that, or unyoke. 
2 Grave, Marry, naw | can tell. 


1 Grave. To't. 
2 Gravse 
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| 2 Grave Maſs, 1 cannot tell. 

1 Grave. Cudgell thy brains no more about it: for 
your dull afs will not amend his pace with beating ; and 
when thou art aſked this next, ſay, a grave- 
digger. The houſes he makes laſt till doomſday. 
Go, get thee in, and ferch me n Roup of Rewer. 
¶ Exit 24 Grave, 
In youth, when I did love, did love, 
it was very ſweet ; 

73 „O, the time for, al, my behove, 
O, mahkonght there war nocking ſo meet. 
Eater Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham. Has this fellow no fceling in his bufineſs, that 
he fings at grave-making ? 

Hor. Cuſtom hath made it in him a property of eafineſs, 


Hem. Tis even ſo, the hand of litile employment 
hath the daintier ſenſe. 


| Grave. But a er- ng Hep. 
n 
And hath fhipp'd me into the land, 


As if I had never been ſuck. 

Ham. That ſcull had a tongue in't, and could fing, 
once ; how the knave jowls it to the as if *twere 
Cain's jaw-bone, that did the firk murder! This mig 


be the D might it not ? 
Her It It might, my lord. 


Ham. Did theſe bones coſt no wore the breeding, but 
to play at loggers with them ? Mine ache to think on't 


Grave. a 2 a ſpade, 
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Ham. There's another: why may not that be the ſcull 


of a lawyer? Where be his quiddities, now ? his qui 
lities ? his caſes ? his tenures and his tricks ? Why does 


he ſuffer this rude knave to knock him about the ſconce, 
with a dirty ſhovel, and will not tell him of his action 


of battery ? 1 will ſpeak to this fellow. Whoſe grave's 
this, firrah ? 


Grave. Mine, fir 


O, {Sing i. 
Ham, 0, «pi of cle, 5 indeed ; ; for thou lick int. 


Grave. 


our laſt king Hamlet overcame F 


there; or if he don't, *tis no great matter here. 


W 5 ©v = rs 


Grave. You lic out on't, fir, and therefore "tis not 


yours : for my part, 1 do not lie in't, yet it is mine. _ 
Ham. Thou doſt lic in't, to he in t, and ſay it is thine ; 


us for the dead, and not for the quick; the:efure thou 


Grave. 'Tis a quick lie, fir; *twill again from we 
to you. ans 
Ham. What man doſ thou dig it for ? 

Grave. For no man, fir. | 

Ham. What woman, then ? 

Grave. For none, neither. 


Ham. Who is to be buried int? 


Graue. One that was a woman, fir ; but reſt her 
ſoul ! the's dead. 


Ham. How abſolute the knave is We muſt ſpeak by 


the card, or equivoc ation will undo us. How long batt 
thou been a prave-maker ? 


Grave. Of all the days i'th' year, I came tot that day 
ortinbras. 


Ham. How long i that fince? 
Grave. Cannot you tell that? every fool can tell 


| that; it was that very day that young Hamlet was born, 


de that is mad, and ſent into Exgland. 
Ham. Ay, marry ; why was he ſent into England ? 
Greve. Becauſe he was mad ; he ſhall recover his wits 


Ham. Why ? 
| Grave. Tem not be fern in him there; they are all 


as mad as he. 


Y * 
Grave. Faith, &'en with lofing bis » wits. 
Ham. Upon what 
Grave. Why, here, EL et ctr 
ſcxton, man and boy, thirty years. 
Ham. How long will a man lic ich- earth, ere he rot ? 
Grave Faith, if he be not rotten before be die, he 


will laſt you ſome eight, or nine Fears : a tanner now, 


will laſt you nine years. 
Ham. Why be more than another ? re 
Grave. Why, fir, bis hide is ſo tanned with his trade, 
that be will Keep put water, a great while ; and your 
Water 
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water is a ſore decayer of your whoreſon dead body : 


hcre's a ſcull now, hath lain 1'th earth three-and- twenty 


cars. 
7 Hom. Whoſe was it ? Ja 

Grave. A whoreſon mad fellows it was ; FOR 
you think it was? 


Sr an kim for a <end rogue! be 
II : this fame 
icull. was Tori 's ſoull, the — 

Ham. This ? REY _ 
Greve. Even that. 


a fellow of infinite jeſts; of moſt excellent fincy : he 
hath borne me on his back a thouſand times : here 
thoſe lips that I have kifſed, 1 know not how oft. Where 
be your gibes, now? you jeſts? your ſongs? your 
flaſhes of merriment, that were wont to ſet the table in a 
roar ? Not one now, to mock your own grinning? Quite 
chop fallen ! Now get you to my lady's table, and tcll 
her, let her Fal an inch lick, to this complexion the 
muſt come at laſt ; make her laugh at that. 
Prithee, Horatio, tell me one thing. 

Hor. What's that, my lord ? 

Hem. Dol en iat derendr looked this ſion 
ith? ; 


Ham. And ſmelt fo? pah. [Smelling 1 the al. 
Hor. Even fo, m my lord. 


Ham. To what baſe uſes may we return Horatio! 
Why may not imagination trace the noble duſt of Alex- | 


ander, till we find it topping a bung-hole ? 
Hor. 'Twere to confider too curiouſly, to confider ſo. 


Ham. No, faith, not a jot ; but to follow him thither, 


with modeſty enough, and likeltheod to lead it; as thus: 
Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexander return- 
eth to duſt ; the duſt is earth; of earth we make loam ; 
and why of that loam, whereto he was converted; might 
. 

| Mate fog © bake, ts heap te wad cany : 

O. that that earth, which kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a wall Yexpel the winter s flaw ! 


Ham: Alas, poor 27 vrick! 1 knew bim well, Horatio; 


1 tte ” = TEE LF ” IF = 1 


—  ——_— 
But ſoft, but ſoft awhile, here comes the king, 


The queen, and all the court. Who's this they follow, 
And with maimed rites ? This doth betoken, 


Ceremony 

Prieft. He me reden cee 
As we have warrantry ; her death was doubtful ; 
And, but that great command o'cr-ſways the order, 


prayers, 

Flints re 
Yet here the is allow d her virgin 
Her maiden — — 
Of bell and burĩal. 

Leer. Muſt there no more be done ? 

Prieft. No more; | 
We ſhould prophane the ſervice of the dead 
To fing a requiem, and ſuch reſt to her, 


1 hop'd thou ſhould'& have been my 5 ; 

Il rhoughtthy bride-bed to have deck , ſwect maid, 

| And not to have firew'd thy grave. 

Laer. O treble woe, 

Fall ten times double on that curſed head, 

Whoſe wicked deeds depriv'd thee of | 

Thy moſt ingenious ſenſe ! Hold off the earth a while, 
Till I have caught her once more in my arms : 


the 
— — 
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| Now pile your duſt upon the quick and dead, 
Til of this flat a mountain you have made, 
T o'er top old Pelion, or the Kyith bead 
Of blue Olympur. 
Ham. What is he, whoſe griefs 
Bear ſuch an emphaſis ? Whoſe phraſe of ſorrow 
Conjures the wand rin ſtars, and makes them ftand, 
Like wonder-v hearers ? It is I, 
Hamlet, the Dane. [ Leaps into the grave. 
Laer. Perdition catch thee 1 {Grappling with him. 
Ham. Thou pray | not well. 
I prithee take thy fingers from my throat 
For though | am not ſplenetive and raſh, 
Yet have 1 in me ſomething dangerous, 
Which let thy wiſdom fear hold off thy hand. 
Kizg. Pluck them aſundcr. 
Ham. e 
Until my eyelids will no longer wag. 
Queen. O my fon ! What theme ? 
Ham. I lov'd Ophelia ;. forty thouſand brothers 
Could not, with all their quantity of love, 
Make up my . 
King. O, be is mad, Laertes. 
Ham. Shew me what thou wilt do. 
Wilt weep? wilt fight? wiltfaſt ? wilt tear thyſelf ? 
Wilt drink up eciſcl ? eat a crocodile ? 
In dot. Doſt thou come hither but to whine ? 
To out- hene 
Be Lury d quick with her, and ſo will 1. 
And PR let them throw 
Millions of acres on us, till our ground, 
Singing his pate againſt the burning zone, 
Make Of like a wart! nay, and thou it mouth, 
I'll rant as well as thou. 
Queen. This is mere madneſs ; 
ont wharf + oy ncaa 
Anon, as patient as the female dove, 
= iden amps ave Sikdertl, 
His filence will fit X,Y 
Ham. Hear | 
22 
Ilov'd you ever: but it is no matte. 


Let 
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Let Hercules himſelf do what he may, 
I _ his day. 1 [Exit. 
. thee, atio, wait m. 
ing. I pray thee, good mtg - 
Strengthen your patience in our laſt night's ſpeech. 


8 [T's Lee. 
ell put the matter to the 
Good Gertrude, CESS. — 
This grave ſhall have a living monument. [Excunt. 
Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 
Ham. So much for this. 
Do you remember all the circumſtances ? 
Hor. Remember it, my lord? 
Enter Oſrick. 
, Your lordbip is right wel--me back to Deamark. 
2m. | bumbly thank you, fr. 

Doſt know this waterfly ? 

Hor. No, my good lord. 

Ham. Thy ſtate is the more gracious ; for * tis a vice 
to know him, 

Ofr. Sweet lord, if your lordſhip were at leiſure, I 
ſhould impart a thing to y ou from his majcſty. 

ae . with all diligence of ſpirit; 
your bannet to its right uſe ; tis for the head. 
r. I thank your lordſbip, *tis very hot. 
Ham. No, believe me, it is very cold ; the wind is 
2 
r. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed. | 
But yet, methinks, it is very ſultry and hot, or 
my complex on 
Ofr. Exceedingly, my lord, it is very ſultry, as *twere 
] cannat tell how. My lord, his majeſty bid me fignify 
unto you, that he has Laid a great wager on your head : 
fir, this is the marter- 
Ham. I beſeech you, fir, remember. 
Oſr. Nay, good my lord, for my eaſe— Sir, here is 
newly come to court Lao believe me, an abſolute 
gentleman, full of moſt excellent differences, of very 
ſoft ſociety, and great ſbew : indeed, to ſpeak feelingly 
of him, he is the very card or calendar of gentry ; for 


you ſhall find him . 
man would ſee. 


F 2 Ham 
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Ham. What imports the nomination of this gentle 


man ? 


Of him, fir. 
— You are not ignorant of what excellence Laerte- 


"Whew, I dare not confeſs that, left I ſhould compare 
with him in excellence; for to know a man well, u ere 
0 know himfclf. 

_ I mean. fir, for his weapon. 
What's his weapon ? 

Ofr. Single rapier. 

The king, fir, hath wager'd with him, fix Barbary horſes, 
againſt the which he has impawn'd, as I take it, fix 
French rapiers and poniards, with their aſſigns, as girdle, 
hanger, and ſo—three of the carriages are very dear to 
fancy, very reſponſire to the hilts, moſt delicate car- 
1X 

What call you the 
Oſr. The carriages, fir, are the h 
Ham. The phraſe would be more germain to the mat - 
ter, if we carry'd cannon by our ſides. 

Ofr. The king hath laid, fir, that in a dozen paſſes 
between and him, he mall not exceed you three 
hits; he hath laid twelve to nine, and it would come to 
immediate trial, if your lordſhip would rouchſafe the 
anſwer. 

Ham. How if I anſwer no ? 


1 my lord, the oppoſition of your perſon 


Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the hall, if it pleaſe his 
majeſty ; it is the breathing time of the day with me; 
let the foils be brought, the gentleman willing, and the 
king hold his purpoſe, I will win for him if 1 can; if 
act, 1 ſhall gan nothing but my ſhame and the odd bits. 
Oſr. Shall 1 deliver it fo ? 

Ham. To this effect, fir, after what flouriſh your na- 
ture will. 

Ofr. neren [Exit. 

Hor. You will loſe, my lord. 


® 


Ham. | dont think fo ; fince he went into France 1 


have been in continual praftice . 
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Thou would ſt not think how ill all's here about my 
heart ; but it is no matter. 
ther. Nay, good my lord. 

Ham. It is but foolery ; but it is ſuch a kind of bod- 
ing as would perh aps trouble a woman. 

Hor. If your mind diflike any thing, obey it: I will 
foreſtal their coming hither, or ſay you are not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, we argury Exeumt. 
Scene draws, and diſcovers King, . Laertes, Gentle- 
men, and Guards, Re-enter Hamlet and Horatio. 
King. Come, Hamlets, come, and take this hand from 
me. [ Preſenting Laertes 
Ham. Give me your pardon, fir, I've done you wrong; 
tet prota 22 you we © gains this preſence 

knous 
And you muſt needs have heard, how I am puniſh'd 
With a ſore diſtraction. What I have done, 
That might your nature, honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, 1 here proclaim was madneſs. 
I my diſclaiming from a purpos'd evil 
Free me ſo far in your moſt gen rous thoughts, 
-That I have ſhot mine arrow o'er the houſe, 
And hurt my brother. 
Laer. I am ſatisfy d in nature, 
Whoſe motive in this 2 
To my revenge. 
Ido receive your offer d love like love, 
And will not wrong it. 
Ham. I embrace it, — 
. And will this brother's w n 
Give us the foils. | ag 
Laer. Come, one for me. 
Ham. III be your foil, Laertes; in mine ignorance 
Your ſkill ſhall like a ftar dich darkeſt night appear. 
Laer. You mock me, fir. 
Ham. No, on my honour. : 
King. Give tbem the foils, young Ofrict. Coufin 
Hamlet, you know the wager. 
Ham. Very well, my laid: 
Your Grace has laid the odds o th' weaker fide. 
| King. | do not fear it, I have ſeen you both; 
Bur fine he's better'd, we have therefore odds. 


Laer. 
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p of 
Laer. This is too heavy, let me fee another. 
Ham. This likes me well: theſe foils have all a length ? 
Oſr. Ay, my good lord. 
King. Give me a bowl of wine. 
If Hamlet give the firſt oriſecond hit, 
Or quit in anſwer of thethird exchange, 
Let all the battlements their ordnance fire: 
The king ſhall drink to Hamlet's better breath: 
And in the cup an onyx ſhall he throw, 
Richer than that which four ſucce ſſive kings 
In Denmark's crown have wore. Give mc the cups, 
And let the kettle to the trumpet ſpeak, 
The trumpets to the cannoneer without, 
The c innons to the heav*ns, the heav'ns to earth: 
Now the king drinks to Hamlet. Come. begin; 22; 
NT Wd 
And you the bear a wary eye. 
— 
Laer. Come, my lord. 
— One. 
Oſr. A oe ws acted hit. [Drume, trumpets, 
Leer. Well—again. __ ge goes off. 
King. Stay, give me the drink. Hamer this pearl is 
thine. | Here's to thy health. Give him the cup. 
Ham. I'll play this bout firſt, ſet it by a while. (They 
Come—another hit—what ſay you? (play. 
Laer. I do conſes t. 
King. Our ſon ſhall win. 2M 
Queen. The queen ſaluies thy fortune, Hamlet. 
Ham. Good madam —— 
King. Gertrude, do not drink. 
Breen. | have, my lord; I pray you pardon me. 
King. Ie is the poiſon'd cup, it is too late. (Afide. 
Ham. I dere aot drink yet, madam : by and by. 
Laer. I'll hit him now. And yet it is almoſt againſt 
—— Aide. 
Ham. Come on for the third, Laertes, you but dally 3 
I pray you preſs with your beſt violence, 
Pm ſure you make a wanton of me. 


Larr. 


To 


That are but mutes or audiences to this act, 
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Laer. 8 ſo? Come on. LP 
ua Hamlet; then in ſcuſſling 1 * 
change rapiers, and Hamlet wounds Lacries. 
King. Part them, they are incens'd. 
Ham. Nay, come «gain. 
Or. Look to the queen there, ho ! 
Hor. How is it, my lord ? 
Oſr. How is't, Laer tes 
Laer. Why, as a woodcock, caught i in my own ſpring; 
Pm juſtly kill d with mine own treachery. 
Ham. How does the queen? 
King She ſwoon to ſec them bleed. 
Queen. —_ the drink,—O my dear 


The drink, the drink. I am poiſon'd. [She dies. 
Ham. O villainy ! hoa ! let the door be lock d: | 
Treachery ! ſee it out. 
Laer. It is here. Hamlet, thou art flain ; 
No medicine in the world can do thee good ; 
In thee there is not half an hour of life ; 
treach*rous inſtrument is in thy hand, 
Unbated and envenom'd : the foul practice 
Hath turn d itſelf on me. Lo: here I lie, 
Never to riſe again: thy mather's poĩſon d; 
I can no more—the king, the king's to blame. 
Ham. The patat envcacm's tos ? Then, venom, do 
[Stabs the king. 


my dies. 
Laer. erde ferv'd: it is r 
Exchange forgiveneſs with me, noble Hamlet ; 

Mine and my father's death come not on thee. 

Nor thine on me. [Dies. 
Ham. Heav'n make thee free of it ! I follow thee. 
Wretched queen, farewel ! | 
Youthat look pale and tremble at this chance, 


Had 1 but time (as this fcll ſergeant death 
Is ctrict in his arreſt) O! I could tell you, 


But let it be, Hwa, | am <yag- 
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Thou liv'tt ; report ine and my cauſe aright 
To the unſatisfy'd. 4 1 
Hor. Never believe it: 
I'm more an ant ĩque Romas than a Dane, 
Here's yet ſome liquor left. 
Ham. As thou'rt a man, 
Give me the cup; let go, I' hav't. 
O, good Horatio, what a wounded name, 
Things Randing thus unknown, ſh ll live behind me. 
It thou did'f ever hold me in thy heart, 
Abſent thee from felicity a while, 
And in this harſh world draw thy breath in pain 
To tell my fiory. — O! [ die, Horato : 
The poiſon quite o ergrows my ſpirit ; 
te Git oncting L 
But I do propheſy, th' election lights 
On Fortiabraſs ; he has my dying voice, 
| 80 tell bim, with th* occurrents more or leſs, 
Which have ſolicited : oh ! the reſt is ſilence, [Dia. 
Hor. There crack d the cordage of a noble heart, 


$I 3 n 
r 
— 


Good night, ſweet prince ; | 
| And choirs of angels fing thee to thy red. ad 
Take up the bodies; ſuch a fight as this ' 
Becomes the ficld, but here thews much amiſs, 

[Execunt. 


FINIS 


